TRAVEL-DIARY
five hundred Japanese casualties and only eighty Chinese.
6Will you congratulate the Major-General', drawled Flem-
ing, 6on such an excellent proportion?' We repeated our
Chinese victory toast, and were brought water to rinse
out our mouths with, after the wine. Along the edge of the
courtyard ran a stone gutter into which you could spit or
empty slops.
It was then decided to drive on a further ten miles to
Tien-mu-shan, the road-head at the foot of the moun-
tains. We could sleep at the hotel there—the proprietor
was an old friend of Mr. T. Y. Liu—and cross the pass
next day to army headquarters at Pao Fu Chun. From
Pao Fu Chun it would be another day's journey to Meiki,
which was said to be about forty Chinese li from the front
lines.
At the road-head we were met by a party of soldiers,
who led us up a path to the hotel through woods of pine
and cedar, silent and strongly scented in the deep blue
moonlight. Before the war Tien-mu-shan was a favourite
summer resort. It was half-past ten when we arrived, but
there was no question of going to bed. Mr. Wang, the
proprietor, awaited us, fairly bursting with information.
We sat down at once to our evening lessons.
Mr. Wang was the civil governor of six counties, and
he had prepared an exhaustive report on the atrocities of
the Japanese against the civilian population. In Mr.
Wang's area eighty per cent of the houses had been burnt.
Out of 1,100 houses in Siaofeng only 200 remained. Out
of 2,800 in Tsinan only 3. Three thousand civilians had
been killed during the past four months. Children were
being kidnapped by the Japanese and sent to Shanghai—
for forced labour or the brothels. Out of 110,000 refugees
only ten per cent had been able to leave the district. The
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